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maple-leaves when I once again made arrangements
to proceed on my long-deferred journey to the
Niagara Falls on the way westwards.   But again
it seemed it was not to be.   For one evening I re-
ceived an invitation from the head of the Mazdaz-
nan Centre at Lowell, Massachusetts, to come and
see " Little Bethany," as that centre is so prettily
named; and the next morning came a wire in the
shape of a '"night-letter " from a Mazdaznan lady
in Washington beseeching me to pay a flying visit
to the capital of the States.   Both the invitations
were worded in such cordial and affectionate terms
as to leave me no choice but to change my plans and
accept them.   The Master directed the Colonel to
accompany me to the places, and though he had
in hand some urgent business which required his
presence in Montreal, like a good Mazdaznan, with-
out a moment's hesitation, he put it aside to carry
out the Master's behest.    Accordingly, early one
Friday morning we packed and bidding a reluctant
good-bye to my kind hosts and to Montreal I left
with the Colonel for Lowell.  The way-lay along the
eastern side of Lake Champlain, and about half-way
down we left the lake and struck right across the
state of Vermont and later on in the afternoon
entered New Hampshire.    And as the afternoon
wore on and we ran along the famous Hampshire
Hills and by the endless chain of lakes nestling
among them, the scenery grew increasingly more
attractive and interesting till at the end of the day
it became almost entrancing as the sun plunged into
the bosom of one of the lakes in one red fiery glow